


armest 


TheTfdggdietf 

Receiae thy launce, knd God defisnd thcrlghe^ 

Bui, Strong as a tower in hope I cry. Amen. 

M^rt. Go bearc this lancc to Thomas Duke of Norfolke. 
Herald Harry of Hctfbrd.Lancaftcr.and Darby 
Stands here, for God.his (bucraignc.and himfciic. 

On paine to be found falle and recreant. . 

To proue the Dukeof Norfolke Thomas Mowbray 
A traitor to God, his king, and hhxi, 

And dares him to (etfbrward to the fight. 

Herald 1 Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray] 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant* 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Darby. 

T o Godjhis foucraigne.and to him difloval 
Coutagiou(ly,and with a free deCrCi 
Attending but the fignall tobeginne. 

! Mart. Sound trumpets,and fet 

Stay, the king bath throwen his warder I 
Kin^. Let them lay by their helmcts,and their i 
And both returne backe to their chaires againe. 

Withdraw with vs. and let the trumpets found. 

While we returne thefedukes whatwc decree 
Drawncercandjift 
What with our counfell we haue done s 
For that our kingdomes earth firould not 
With that deare bloud which it hath fol 
And for our cies do hate tlie dire afpeft 
Of cruell wounds plowd vp with neigh 
And for wc thinke the Egle-winged pyL- 
Ofskie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts, 

With riuail hating enuy (ct on you 
To wake our peace, which m our Countries i 
Draw' the fwcet infant breath ofgcntic ilcepe. 

Which fo rouzde vp w'ith boi'ftrous vntundc drummes. 
With hatfh refounding trumpets drcadfull 
And grating fliockc of harfh rcfounding 
Might from our quiet confines fright foirc Peace 
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King Rkhdrd the fecMd, 

And make vs wade euen in our kinreds bloudj 

T herefore we banifli you our terntoriess 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life. 

Til twice fiue fummers haue enneht our held!* 

Shall not regrccte our faire dominions. 

But treade the ttrangcr paths ofbanillimcnt. 

BuL Your will be done jthis mult my comfort 
That Sunne that warmes you here.fliall llnnc on roc. 
Andthofehis golden beames to youheere lent. 

Shall point on me, and guildc my banilhmenc. 

King Norfol kc.for thee remaines a heauier 

W Inch I with fomc vnwillingncflc pronounce* 

The flic flow hourcs Ihall not determinate 
The datclcfle limite of thy decre exile, 

The hoplcflc word of neucr to returne. 

Breathe I againft thee, vpon paine oKlrfe. 

Morvlf. A heauy fcntence, my mofl foucraigne Liege* 

And all vnlookt for from' your Htghneflc mouth, 

A deerer merit not fodeepc ainaime. 

As to be call: foi th in the common ay rc 
Hauc Ucfcrucil at youf Highncflc handi* 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty yceres,* 

My natiue Englifli now 1 muft forgo. 

And now my tongues vfo is to me, no more ; 

Than an vnflringed viollor aharpe, 

Orlikcacunninginftiumcntcafdevp, J 

Or being open, put into his hands ^ ! 

That knowes no touch to tunc the hartnonie* 

Within my mouth you haue engaold my tongue. 

Doubly portcuhft with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfecling barren ignorance 
Is made tny Gaoler to attend on me: 

1 am too o|de to f^’ne vpon a nutle* 

Too tar in yeercs to be a pupill now. 

What is thy fcntence but fpeccHlefle death? 

Which robbes my tongue frombreathing natiue breath* 
Itbootcstheenottobecompafsionate, 



